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Sir Charles Britoy, a Co wy; Gen- = Oates 
tleman. ; 


Capt. Folly, his Friend. ö Mlaſter Barns 
Seryants to Sir Cha. Bri- 
isn, drelß d in Haniſb Lorenzo, ( Maſter Roay. © 
3 by the Names C Diego, © Maſter Fitzgeral a. 
Huntſman« | 1 - Maſter Fitzgerald. 
Conſtable, 1 Maſter I bite. 
Butler to Sir Charles Mlaſter Lefavre. 
Countryman. EDT EPL Weffington: 
Kis Sly, a drunken Cobler. Maſter Peters. 
N Chamber- Maid to Sir Charl. O N: + 
' drefr'd for a Spaniſb Princeſs. d Miſs c 
. Fea, Kit ds Wife. | : Miſs Violante. 


| Cicely Gundy, a Cou ntry Ale Wife. Miſs Weffington. 
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s C E NE, Sir Charles Hase and the Road before 2 
2 : With the Cobler s Hovel, and the C 8 28 | 
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Cobler of Preſton's Oyzx A. 
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ACT I. scENE the Road. 


The Cogr EI ſolus, half drunk, with 4 Flag- 
| gon of Ale in his Hand. | 


COBLER. 


Faith Kit, thou haft play'd thy Part mainly well; 
thou haft taken Care of one honeſt Fellow, 

; (freaking bis Belly.) Theſe Politicks and March- 
cer, go well down together. . So, fo, then, bear 

up old Heart of Oak—well, as I was a-ſaying, we 
blers have been the ableſt Politicians in all 

| Ages—why, there was old King Harry had a Cobler in 
n Cabinet- Council; a ſhrew'd Dog I warrant you—and 
Cetin and Criſpianus themſelves, were moſt excellent 
Coblers—and, I think, Kit Sy, ſimple as he appears, as 

E reat as any of em all, in his own Way—he's not for 
| your dry Politicks—no, no, his Politicks are like Plants, 
they muſt be water d well before they grow, (drinks.) 

for which Reaſon he ſtands firm to the Bottom of the 

beſt Butt of Beer in Squire What-d'ye-call'um's oo 


The Contr of PresToON's Op ERA. 


AIR I. Bottle of good Claret. 
No Thirſt for Chink ſhall break my ref, 


Nor Frowns of Fortune grieve me, 
For <vben with greateſt Cares oppreſt, 
This Flaggon can velieve me, {Embracing the Flaggen 
* Thus ev'ry Day Illdrink my Pot, oe 3 
l live an honeſt drunken Sot 
Thus ſtand my Ground and Guard, Sir 
Nor at my Wife— be ſcar d, Sir 


Enter Cicely Gundy and Alice. | 
9 Out 2 * a Pair of 2 ee 4 
ipping-Poſt, you Rogue! a Whipping-Poſt ! 
Cal. You are — —.— : "<5. Ein what you 
will of me, but don't diſporridge my Family, ——The : 
Shs came in with Richard the Conqueror, and ſo let the *' 
World ſlide, Seſſa. { Fencing with bis Stick. the 
_» Cie, Sirrah, Sirrah ! Will you pay for the Mugs you 
,, EMS to 5 $35 | 
Cib. No, not a ſingle Farthing, honeſt Cicely, [chuck 
ing her under the Chin.) Iwill live upon free Quarter, 
do'ſt not know, Houſewife, that I am free of all the Ale 
and Beef in England. I, will have no Reckonings paid 
at all — tis downright, Abomination, Hexgſy—your 
* ſober ſmall Beer Penitents ſhall pay the '$cor—1 will 
tax them at my Will and Pleaſure, Huzza—he that 
| can't leap a five Bar Gate, knows nothing of General- 


| hip | F-27305 C 
Ale. Mercy, Father! what a Pickle is he in! be. 

Ci. Well, Kit, I know my Remedy, Kit, I'll een 8 

fetch the Conſtable, v. J 

5 AI II, O're Seroggy, eve Bg. np) 

Fake Ah vile ungracious Kitt! 27 

Get Home and read your Pſalte Tr: wa 

1 I brit bee learn a little Mit, i to e 4d W. 
o keep thee from the Haller? 5 


Pi 
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The Copter of PkrsToN's Opyra, 5 
I'll make thee, Knave, | 
When e er I crave, 
Pay ec ry Debt that's due i in, 
If Laaw, or Spight 
Will do me Right, 
V never ceaſe purſuing. 
[Exit Cicily in 4 Fury, attended by Alice, 


Kit. Give me ſome more Drink, you old dry | Purtock— 
Why let the Conſtable come, I l Anſwer him by Law, 
Ill not budge an Iuch, What are you for that Sport ? 
Have at yo, [Draws a Bbw, and falls down.) well, you 
have conquer'd me, I ſee I ſurrender—Here, Houſe, 
a double laggon, ſcore it [Falls aſleep. 


Enter. Sir Charles, Briton, Squire Jolly, lune, and 
Servants, as from Hunting. | 


Sir Cha, I was never more diſippeiated in my Life, 
the Morning promiſed us good Sport. 


AIR III. Bright God of Day. WA 


When the bright Morning Sun, 
His Progreſs begun, 
It gave us a Praſpect of Hort, 
i hen ſudden in Clouds, 
His Beanty he ſbreudi, 
_ Like fraudulent Smiles of 4 Court. 


Capt, Pally. How thick che Miſts fell, and puzaled 
the Scent, | 
Sir Cha. Vet for all that Bellman made it good at 
yon' Hedge Corner, in the coldeſt Fault. 

Capt. Folly. I think Ringwood is as good a Dog as he, 
for twice to-Day I obſerved him to pick out the fain- 
teſt Scent. What's here, one Dead or Drunk ! [Oi er 
the Cobler.] Look does the Fellow breath? 

Huntſ. Ves, Sir, he breaths— if he were not well 
warm'd within Side, this would be a cold Bed this hazy 
Weather—Hab ! ar Sir, this i is drunken d Nach 

Kit. ir 


— — 


— y = 0 
: * * - C L . - * 83 » — — 
— <>,” 5 Bib. — 0 : wel — - * * 8 2 2 
— Rnn — — — "2 — — — 5 = - 
— VE PE —̃ — — — —— = —— in TAP 2 * * 8 N = _ 3 *% 
. 6 ” 9 a 
2 ne ER EL ona oe ivr I GE Fo - ĩ rr a — — 
A — — — wr rea ee er reed ——— . — — bo ar —— — = — 4 —— $ 
— CY 
* : 


* JF * „ 2 * 
P 


— — — 


and ſenſeleſs as he is, to my Houſe, and lodge him in 


6 The Conren of PrESTON'S OpERA. 
Sir Cha. This Raſcal is the greateſt Politician and the 
greateſt Sot in our Pariſh, ome neuter Head is per- 
petually confounded with the Fumes of Ale and Fac. 
tion 8 1 | 

Capt. Jolly. His Habit ſhows him a Cobler. 

Sir Cha. Even ſo; but he has laid afide cobling of 
Shoes to mend our Conſtitution. | 

Capt. Folly. Our Conſtitution has been too much hand- 


led by ſich Fellows as theſe, who have, of late Year, Ml 7 
been the Journeymen to a Set of merry Stateſmen, that all 
turn d all Government into a Jeſt— - 4 
AIR IV. Blankets and Pint. : 
Whenever the great Ones, a Faction begin, | all- 
And cancel Allegiance to pull down the State, 1 
The complaiſant Rabbel are ſure to come in, J 
Dor aubo wou'd not copy the Modes of the Great, ſhe 
= . The Modes of the Great, „ SE this 
- The Modes of the Great,, <5 f 
The Modes of the Great. 5 0 

The complaiſant Rabbel ave ſure to come in, 
For wwho wou'd not copy the Modes of the Great. 8 


Sir Cha. This Fellow has fancy'd himſelf of ſome I But 


Conſequence a great while, and has been 'extreamly : 
troubleſome and factious; there has been hardly any Þ 
Iniquity committed in this Country, but this drunken 8 


Knave has had a Finger in What if we ſhould take 
this Opportunity to puniſh him a little, and practice 8 
upon him for our Diverſion ? BEE $0} 5 ; 


Capt. Folly. As how? | . | _ 
Sir Cha. Suppoſe we ſhould convey him thus drunk "49 


the beſt Apartment, ſtrip him of his Rags, change his =, 

Linnen, and put him in a Down-Bed, and order him to bet 

be attended in every reſpect as a Man of Quality: Wil 

it not ſtrangely amaze him when he awakes, to find his 
Condition ſo wonderfully alter d? 15 

Capt. Folly. It muſt ſur prize him, and make his Beha- 

| Sit 


viour entertaining. 


The, CokLER of PreESTON'S Oper. 7 


the Sir Cha. We'll put the Project in Execution this In- 
ſtant. John and William, do you take up that Corps, 
and bear it into the heſt Chamber—and do as I have 
fid—T'll follow and give farther Directions. -[Exit. 


„ scENE the Hall in Sir Charles's Houſe, Peter and 
| | Richard, #avo Servants. | 


Pet. To be ſure the Butler is dead drunk, and faſt 
har WM aſleep in the Pantry; how ſhall we get Things in order 
; gainſt my Maſter comes Home? for it has ſtruck Ten. 
| Richard, to John and Will, entring with the Cobler, 
Hey Day !—What have we here, Pe | | 
g A ſleeping Tun of ſtrong Beer, Peter, that's 
all— | _ 
Pet. Whither do you carry him ? „ 
John. Open the great Chamber, let the beſt Bed he 
3 for here is your Lord and Maſter, Man, for 
this Day. | | | 
Pet. My Lord and Maſter ! What is the Fellow wild, 
tro'? | 
Enter Sir Charles and Mr. Jolly: 
Sir Cha. Ay, it ſhall be fo, who waits there ? bid the 
Butler bring a Bottle of Wine. WE) 
Pet. Sir, he is a little indiſpos d. | 
Sir Cha. Eternal Sot—always drunk—is it not ſlo? 
Pet. A little diſguis'd, Sir. 3 | 
Sir Cha. Where is he? 
Pet. Aſleep in the Pantry). 
Sir Cha. Alleep, ſay you? let me ſee, I have a thought, 
Mr. fly now ſtrikes me, what if we ſhou'd Dreſs this 


eat, 


ſome 
amly 

any 
nken 
take 
crice 


3 drunken Butler in the Cobler's Cloaths, and lay him in 
m in the very Place we found the Cobler. n 
e his . Jh. It may improve our Mirth, and thicken our 
m to Flot with variety of Circumſtances. ES 
ill | | 55 
x hi Enter William and John. 
\ 


3eha 
Sie 


— N Hare you beſtowed the Cobler a3 1 4. 


8 The Cortrs of PrESTON'S Op RNA. 


Vi. He is faſt a-ſleep in the beſt Bed. 
Sir Cha. Harke, ſtrip the Butler this Moment of his 
Livery, and dreſs him in the Cobler's Habit, when yon 
| Have done this, carry him and lay him down in the ve- 
ry Place we found K:#Sly------and do you hear, bid all 
your Fellow-ſervants come hither inſtantly. 
: . [Exeunt Ra and Will. 
. Folly. What a flattering Dream will this poor Felloy 
think has laid hold on him, when he awakes! 
Sir Cha. Where are thoſe Spaniſb-masking Suits, I be- 
fpoke for laſt Chriſtmas? | 
_» Serv. In the Wardrobe, Sir. 527 Bs 
Sir Cha, Each of you, inſtantly, put on one of thoſe 
Syaniſb Habits, and fo diſguiſe your Features, that you 
may not readily be diſcover'd. 3 
_ Serv. Hey-day, what Gambols are we to play 1 
| C 
Sir Cha. That done, place your ſelves all 9 
Cobler's Bed, perfume the Apartment where he lies; 
attend him as his Servants, wait on him, obey all his 
Commands, and call him your Lord —let him hare 
Muſick when he wakes, and bid Betty the Chamber- 
maid, take the Spaniſp Princeſs's Dreſs; and perſonatc 
his Lady, and let her call him Lord and Husband 
Serv. This will be pure Sport, Efakins? 
24 Serv. Adad, I-ſhall never hold from laughing 
Sir Cha. Come, Mr. Folly, while theſe Things are pre- 
paring, we will walk in, and refreſh our ſclves. 


AIR V. Fairy Queen. 5 


Come, come, with Brimmers, with Brimmers 
| Well cheer cur Souls, | 
Do: day is ours—let*s drink azvay, = 

The I heel of Liſe for none cuill ftay wy 
| Nor Sorrow, e 
Nor Sorrow, 
Nor Sorrow, 
Nor Sorrow, - 


Shall mingle with our Bowls. ©  (Exennt Omi 


We Coxł E of Phigron's Oath 
8. C E E #4 Rod. 


his 

you The' Butler in the" Coban — ha crak 10 
Ve- | 
all 185 Cicely,Alice,.ond Conftable. = 


Vill. Cic. Ah! Mr. Confiatile, ue is the moſt harlotry Knave 
low alive! at leaſt fourteen. or. fifreer Pence on my Score | 
then he ſwaggersſs\whewhe is in his Eale, he beats my 
be⸗ Cuſtomers, he hrealss my Mugs, and then he is ſo unto- 
wardly about Stẽate Matters. 
Conſt. Well, well, Woman, what do'ſt thou charge 
hoſe him with ? 
you Cic, It was b 7 oh lalf Fear: Bay, when le was bound 
over. to the 57 he „bout breaking Gaffer Elobfor's 8 
Head with -our ik lag gen, d'ye zce; as why, only 
Tm becauſe ke: called Fs Fhe uy hore of Babylen, an 
| the you, know Gaffe affer Hob 7 ca t *aþid, e the he | 
Conſt; What haveTto db with the Story og tia 
| his 5 = the Pope? why do you charge. Hitn with, I Gy 


"S: Py firſh; Fehargs tink witH Fürglary. 
* Conf# For * what? 
Cic. Fof "calling, 8 his bee. Worſhip, Sir Jeck 
may, a, Scernaritk 1 Ro N A FO: 
Can. Very we Wai iS al Rem- 
charge hi movies ep: 
Ot y then; cli 
fat! a 55 2 "with beafing falſe Wrineſs! 
Cori: Miho 
Cic. Why för kf foelt 
Peter would not Hrs 75 bomination Healths 
beſides, height of tie Stäute of ffabbirie'+ 
Conſt. How, Woman guilty of the Statut te of flab- 


bing, ſay you? 
Ves, 8 diſpos'd 
—-Nolens, 


5 Fees 


Gee. 85 Ede fx it, for being t = 
towards my Daughter ny; thy] 
Violence prote 6 


ür what” 35 10 
arge ti e Miß! iſh forfearing him- 


» down honeſt Pest: chat 
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Cic. fings. With Sevord in Haund, be laid hey door, 


may be comprehended as an aſpitious Perſon. 


when the Cobler has recover'd his 1 d pe 
re he 


. 
Well, good Madam Cicely, my Maſter Sir Charles, may 
| Hip, is a good ſound Lawyer, and if he onde gets you 


10 The Contr of Pxtsron's Opera, 
AIR VI. John Blunt 
And would have kilf d my Child, Sir; 


Ob the Honeyſukle Con 
Poor Kitty was beguiled, Sir. 


But bleſs my Stars! as I came by Si 
And ſeeing how the Caſe was, 
I mane the Rogue, the Villain fly— 

Nay yonder, Mon, the Place was. 4 


„cr. $6 L prey you, good Maſter Conſtable, chat be 


Conft. Well, well, he ſhall be forth- coming. Here, 
Richard Shath, take the Priſoner upon your Back, and 
carry him'to my Houſe——when he a-wakes he ſhall be 
examin'd. (carry off the Butler) But you muſt make Oath 
of theſe Things, Woman. ' * © + | 

Cir. Ay, that I will, take the Book Oath ont. 

Conft. Very well, very well, To-morrow Morning, 
ſee, I will tranſlate him to Sir Charles Briton's, w 
ſhall be examined, ſolus cum ſolo; and thou ſhalt be con- 
fol'd about the Fractures in your own and your Daugh- 

|  [ExeuntCicely and Alice. 


into his noiſy Markets, you may ſtay there long cnough 


an' you han't Money to buy yourſelf out again, ar 
AIR VII. Tipling Philoſophers Ni 
Whoever on Layers would ſpend Na 00 

His Treaſure, to canvas his Cauſe, 

a but a Tinker to mensa = fon 

Hlis Kettle, who doublesthe Faust. N 

{ "ny | GS 0 


ig ſet 


— 


% 
The CokI ER of PxesTON's OPERA. 11 
The Lap is an intricate Net, | 
And he that is caught in it feels, 


The more he wonld firuggle and fret, 
The faſter he's iy d by the Heels. 


SCENE ay Auticbamberr. 
Sir Charles dreſs'4 like a Spaniſh Doctor, and two Servants, , 


as. Spaniards. 


* Cha. So, ſo, I ſee you are dreſfs'd, are all the reſt 
nady 2 25.051, | Ea 
yorw They are now attending round the Bed ; he 
jſt now lifted up his Eye-lids, and yawn'd——and then 
clos'd them again for another Nap— will your Worſhip 
pleaſe to have the Door ſet open? | . 

Sir Cha. By all Means, but be ſure you give him no 
Reaſon, by over- acting your Parts, or any unſeaſonable 
Laughter, to ſuſpect — | 

[The Door's open d, the Cobler diſcover d in a rich Bed, Ser- 

pants og each ſide the Stage, ſome preparing Tea, others 
Chocolate, againſt his Levee. EE, 50 

Kit. (yawning) Heigh ho! a Pot of ſmall Ale Joan, 
for Heaven's Sake - make haſte, Woman — (looks about 
tim in ſurprixe) Hey-day ! What! Why ſure Im awake 
Ad—T don't like thoſe Fellows, tliey look a little ſuſpi - 
cious, however, I dare not ſpeak. (ſneaks his Head under 
the Cloaths.) — Es 

Lorenzo enters) Is my Lord awake, Diego? 

Diego ſoftly.) Lorenzo ſoftly, he ſleeps ſtill Heaven 
grant, this ſweet Refreſhment may do him good —ꝛ—w 
3 His Majeſty ſent to know how he reſted laſt 

Ight-— N | 
Dieg. Better than uſual-—how greatly the King he- 


nours him. 
Kit. The King ſent to know how I reſted, here is 
ſome damn'd Blunder now made —(chſerves the Bed much) 
O'd, I ſhall be hang'd, that's certain, I've ſtumbl'd in- 
to ſome Lord's Bed- Chamber, I don't know how - ay, 
(t me up---and into his very Bed too, ; 
1 5 Diego goes te the Bed, Kit ſneaks under the — 
| | ieg. 


te The Co kx F PREST o' ODrN A. 
Dieg. He ſlee ps ſtill; well, I ſee this Doctor will do 
Wonders; if he recovers his Lordſhip, he will have x 
Graruity of ſome Thouſands a Near from the King, for 
bringing back a Perſon of bis Wiſdom and Weight, to 
the Government. | | 
Lor. *Tis a kuf; ſo fine à Gentleman ſhou'd be thus 
diſturb'd in his Head. | 
Kit. (To himſelf) A fine Gentleman wall now I'm 
eaſy, for I ſwear they don't 18 me. | 
Dieg. ſoftly at his Curtain.) My Lord---he ſleeps yet-- 
however, order his Lardſhip's Rand of Muſick, gently to 
touch their Inſtruments, and awake him with the ſwee- 
teſt, foſteſt Sounds of Harmony. © © 
Li ſick plays; Kit hearing the Muſick ftarts up, and locks 
owt; the Servants abferving him, fall an their Knees, af. 
| terwaras riſe up, and attend round the Bed, each with 
4 > different Suit of Cloaths. '* EYE 
Dieg. (gaes io the Bed) Your Lordſhip's Gown. 
[They put on his Gown, fet him at the Foot of the Bed, 
Kit ftiuagies, and ſeems much furprig'ds, © 
Kit. Ah Lord, Gentlemen, what d'ye geam a Body thus 
for, upon my Word I don't know how f came here, good 
Sirs; indeed, 1 had no Deſign, its well known I am old 
Kit $ly's Son of Miggan, born a Pedlar, and then tran- 
{lated into a Cobler. 0 0 


A IR VIII. Ireland's Lamentation. 


Les in dd Wiggan a Twelve-mouth, and mare; 


AA gell known Im honeſt, although I am haar 
And Neighbaurs can cuitneſi, Ine er in my Life | 
i Een cua·gel d. or quarrel d with auy but Miife. 
So worjbipful Squires, Þ pray you hon d ff, | 
Dent medals, an make with fo ſimple: aw Onf © 
Holding up his Hands in a ſupplicant Manner, 


Ir. This is hut a Return of yaur-yabappy Diſtracti- 


en, will vo Loxdſhip, have ſore Chocolate, or Tea? 
retten, ed Friend, you ite mp your for a ger 


CTION, 7 ( 2 | 
ark WH your LOrdfip pleaſe tt wear Yew _ 


EO | 


—— 


The Conti ER of PuxsrTox's Opera, 13 
do colour'd Velvet; the Exglb Brocade will he too hot: 


and the Perſian too cool. 5 . | 
be Kit. Come, come, its well known I have no more Dou- 
by blets than Backs, no more Stockings than Legs, ner Shoes 
than Feet, ſometimes more Feet than Shoes, or ſuch, 
"D may hap, as the Toes peep through the upper Leather. 
Bart. This is what makes your Lady mourn, who was 
* the faireſt Creature in all — thoſe. Tears ſhe'ſhed 
for you, like waſting Floods o erran her lovely Cheeks. 
"® Kit. So, ſo, I've a Lady then, it ſeems, and handſome. 
7 Im not a-fleep, that's plain——Oh! Fox it wou'd 
* be impertinent in me to doubt any longer well, bring 
my Lady hither and d' ye hear bid her bring a 
Pot of Ale here. IExit Barr. 
Doctor. Might I preſume, my Lord, that Zxgli/b Beer 
which you delight in, is too heavy for fo ſlender a Con- 
ſtitution. . ; FR: 
Kit. Ounds, you ſmutty mazzP'd Dung- broker, pre- 
tend to tell me ſtrong Beer is not good for me, reach 
me that Ale, yender; I'll put the Dog to Death———— 
[Exit Doctor.] What—he's gane—with a-pox, Ad- 
if a Man did nat pluck up a Spirit, I ſee 


8 


Enter Betty ith Attendants, as his Lady, ard Ducfer. 


Lady. How fares my Lord? = | 
Kit. In Fear enough; but where's my Wife? | 
a Lich. Here my good Lord your Lordſhip's Plea- 
Ure. ; | C3352 & 3 3.1 E:4 ; 
Kit. (turning ber about.) A goodly Wench, 1'faith, a a 
Bona Roba — now ſhall I know if this be a Dream, if 
you are really my Wife, why don't you call me Hus 
band —theſe Scoundrels tell me, (the Servants bow) that 
lena Lord, and your good Man. * | 
Wer. Lady. My Husband and my Lord, my Lord and Hus- 
band, I am your deareft Wife in all Obedience. | 
ach Kit. Well, I am glad to hear it, but what muſt I call 
ea? this fine Lady — | 
Fea Pedro. Madam. 39 
Kit. Alice Madam, or Foam Madam 


. . Pegvo. 


14 The CokIER of PrtsToON's OpENA. 


j 


1 Madam, and nothing elſe, ſo Lords call their 
les. Fo | | 

Kit. Well, Madam Wife, they tell me that J flept 
fifteen Years, or thereabouts 9 | 
Lud. A tedious Age to me, fo long abandan'd from 
your Bed —- WT | Ce 


AIR IX. Believe my Sighs, my Tears, &c. 


While you eveve abſent from my Sigbt, 

What Tongue could tell my. Pain; 
How am I raviſb'd with Delight) 

To ſee my Love again.. _— 


The Linnet that in Winter drops, 

His ſbiver'd drooping Wing, 5 
From Spray to Spray thus joyous hops, 
At the Return of Spring. 


Kit. Come, Madam Wife, then, before J take t'other 
Nap, undreſs your ſelf, and come to Bed quickly. 
Doctor. My honour d Lord, that would endanger a 
Relapſe ; your Blood muſt be gently temper'd by De- 
ees; the Poſſeſſion of a Woman now, would cauſe a 
Famctation, which would occaſion an Inflamation, 
thereby give Birth to a Scarrification, which muſt end 


in a Mortification, which properly ſpeaking is a Diſſo- 


lation of Action, in Conſequence whereof the Springs 
of Life ſtand ſtill - the Vulgar call it Death ( ſpoken in 


Haſs) i 


it. What again you are a pragmatical Raſcal, 

Jet me tell you, to meddle in this Matter come, 

Madam Wife, if we give Ear to this idle Fellow, may 

hap, I may turn a ſeven-Sleeper, and you may lie fal- 
low fifteen Years longer, | 

Lady. Thrice noble Lord, let me entreat you, 


> 


To pardon me for a Night, or two; 

For your Phyficians all agree in this, 
Tiis certain your Diſtemper will return, 

If II conſent not to refrain your Bed, 


J hope this Reaſon ſtands for my Excuſe. - 
ET 25 a it 


pt 


om 


Kit. 
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Kit. Stand ſo 


ay, that I can tarry no longer, 
| | IS Exit Lady. 18 
Kit ſtaring about. } What !——1s ſhe gone——yell, I j 
am glad on it, for to ſay the Truth ſhe was but a Temp- vi 
tation to me ſince I could not have he: 


8 A IR þ To you fair Ladies, Sc, | 


As gohen a Nurſe ber Child would pet, 
Take this my little Pig; 
The wayward Brat begins to fret, 
And ſcorns the profer d Fig. 
Thus Women to their Lowers coy, © | 
Will long, and yet refuſe the Joy, 1 
1 eg With a fal, la, &c. 


The pious Brother of the Robe, 
With very formal Face, 2321 
IF ho looks as meek as any Job, ? Tr 
Says no and takes the Plare; 
So my true Love concludes that =" | 
| Should follow, when ſþe's pleas'd to fly 
| 4 TY 1 | — 7 fa la, Ke; 


Kir. Here, who waits there? 
A Enter Seren 

Serv. My Lord ]: A 

Kit. A Pot of Ale, quickly; [Exit Servant.] Well, 


honeſt Doctor, are you a Whig, or Tory? 
Diff. What's that?: "kt 


— 


| Enter a Servant <vith Ale. 
Kit drinks.] Here's to you——tro?* I don't well know 
but I have had the Devil to do in my Dreams about that 

Matter, Here comes my Succabus, the Devil in a 
Woman's Shape, before I could drink two Horns round. 
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Is Te Con of Pxevron's Opera, 


it 1 Enter Joan. 
Pan. Qh, the Father! how they have dizen'd him 
Why Kit, Kit, C /haking. him.! Why does thou let them 
play their Gambols with thee, Kit: 1 5 
' Kit. Rich Lorenzo] Ofons, you ſtift-rump'd Pimp, 
my Wife! don't you ſee her 
Lorenzo. Ah, my gbud Lend! 


Joan. Go, you eternal Set! never well but when the 


Lip and Cup meers together go ge, LN Lorenzo. 


pou may be aſheam'd, as it nere, to keep a Woman's 


usband here, ranting and feanting,, When he ſhould be 


pains-taking with his por Wife at home: 


Ait Loaleee, Neighbours, I know the Woman well 
enough, ſhe loves to tyranize over her poor Man, till 


. ſhe be anointed ſſie is but like Her Sen, moſt Wives 


require an Ounce of Qyl of Styrroꝑ to make them ſup- 
ple and tractable as Lambs This to me hd am your 


kedidary Lordland Husband.  {ftratling and roaring. 


Lorenzo. Who is it you talk to, my Lord ? 
Joan. Aha. zer what an Oaf they make the, A? come 
hume, yu Sor come home. 5 
Kit. 2 Neighbours, help me to a Strap about an 
Ell long, ſuch as your Cohlers uſe, dye hear yon 


mall ſee what ſort of Diſcipline I uſed to dream I gave 


to juſt ſuch a ſort of Viemanz when I was a ſeven Slee- 
Joan. Let me come at him, LIl tear his Kyes out; a 


Rogue — [be Artemptu to y at him, they hola her. 


AIR XI. Poor Girls they'd jump at a Cruſt. 


a n 7 
Came pmibee good ſoan 
7 os falloau this princely; Hocatiomm 
In ſpite of my; Fate 
T mean io be great, 5 5 
And ſettle myſelf and the Nation, you Fade, 


1 * | let me tell you- 
| | : ee She, 


b 
[ 
8 
I 
8 
E 
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Co, go, you vile Sot 1 

1 matter thee not 

Was ever poor Woman fo ! 
Thy Fortune is made 

Go follew your Trade? 

1 <yon't, . 1 mean to be knighted, you Tade, 


KY 


A JE Poſt K gte ; 
Set out of my fight! + 
 Thou'T raytor, thou mark. thy ſad me 
/ FPll new. vamp the State, 
The Church Tl tranſlate, 
1 . Shoes are no m. re worth 1 mending, - = 
21 =d i ones Fade, let me tell Jobs 


Lorenzo, [priſbes Joan: ] What i 15 the Woman —_— to 
diſturb his Lordſhip—— Why, Lell thee, thy Husband 
is drunk in Poſſeſſion of the Conltable—go to him and 
ſatisfy thy ſelff. 

Kit. Heaven de praiſed ſhe is gone! 

Diego. Who is gone, my Sa © ? here was nobody. 

Lorenzo. How his Imagination abuſes him 

Kit. Tis an evil Spirit, that haunts me Morning; 
Noon, and Night and ſo, you ay my W was nor 
here —hah 

Diego. Ah, my good Lord! 

Kit. Why 1 only ask, cis very 3 in 3 
whimſical et te — very whimſical Circumſtances, 


\ * 


8 a My Lord, the Dancers attend as you order'd. 
Ke Kit. T oi der'd them it may be o come as they 


will, they ſhan't intercept my Mirth; come, my Boys, 
fit down, we'll drink till our Heads turn round as faſt as 
their Heels. | 

[IV hile the Dance is pes forming, Kit drinks faſ? 4 and 
, very drunk - then whiſtles the Air of the Dane A 


Country- Dance Lads o of Dunce. 
WY Kit, Rub a-dub—Rump and Round 8 
7 2 with the Rump and yet 1 won't rebel, becauſe J hate 


dhe. the Goyer ument —or rather that there ſhoutd be no Go- 
| vern- 


CCC . — . 


. let me tell you. 


larives her out. 


— — — a 


n 
ur. 
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vernment at all-—(tz{ches) look ee, I'm for paſlive O- 
bedience, and non-Reſiſtance, and ſo Iwill knock ever 
Body down, and be Subject to no body I am likewif 
for Liberty and Property—that is, declare for a Spunge 
and no Takes: and in order to bring this about, 1 


pronounce my ſelf a Doxy Member of that Church, that | 


can forgive all my Sins, paſt, reſent, and to come and 
ſo, Diego, good Night (falls a-ſleep ) 
Sir Cha. So, his Lordſhip is finiſn'd—hah, hah, hah! 
Folly. He has perform'd beyond our Hopes. 2: 
Sir Cha. (to hs Servants) Well, now take his Lord- 
ſhip up, and carry him off, and convey him to his own 
dirty Hovel, lay him in his Bed-—his Wife is abroad, 
ſhe is now ſearching for him at the Conſtable's Houſe: 
Let us ſee how we may yet work upon him, when he re- 
turns to his Original Shape. . 
lo Jolly. IN Deluſion is fo ſtrong, I believe we may pro- 
it ſtill. 5 | ; . 1k nnn fits 
Biers Away with him. (Servants carry bim a), 
Loren. Come, my Lord, to your Stirrop and-Hammer 
once more. „„ NEO OUEIQ $6. 0379935 AA 
Sir Cha. In the mean Times let us not forget the Sir- 
loyn of Beef I order d to be ready by three: That will 
be the chief of your Dinner, Mr. Folly, with a Flask of 
ſprightly Burgundy, to drink his Majeſty's Health, and 
Royal Family. FS | e 


4 AIR XII. Yellow | Stockings. 
| el | g r 5 


9 


I'm happy in ey Fifi, ö 
Jo Stateſmen, nor Minion, nor Sort, 
Then who would exchange my Condition, 

For any Dependance on Court. 


Content, a true Friend's Converſation, 
' A Glaſs of good Claret in Store; 
Theſe crown d with a juſt Inclination, 
¶ hat Sycophant Courtier has more. 


1 Kad of the Hr, KI. 
me hs ſt ACT. ACT 


.CT 


Eo ere * 
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SC EN E The Conſtables Houſe. 
The | Batler in the Cobler's Coat bs, gead drunk. 


| (Butler vaiſes bis Head.) FO 
Bur. Dn Dick! lay the Cloath—whet the Knives, 


I come prefently, I tell you——PF'm a little 


buſy, very buſy— . 
Enter the Conflable, folloc d by Joan. 


Bu (belief) Nh Lud, Ah Lud don ſpill the Salt 


that way.— (throws ſome of it in the Fire.) 3 
Conſt. Marry, tro, what a Howling is here, is the Wo- 


man wild: There lies the Furniture of your beſt Bed, 


oy 
* 


take your Government on your Shoulders, Woman- 
march off with your. Head on Poe Back—you know 
his Weight pretty well, I ſuppoſ e. 

Joan. Ah! *tis a filchy Pig, always wallewing in the 
Waſh ; what the Dickens why ſurely, the Ale they 
gave me at the Hall-Hauſe, dazzled my Eyes and Ears, 
that I took a Lord there for our Kit, and made ſuch a 
Noiſe—Efakins, I'm almeft aſham'd as it were. 

Conſt. Away with your Rubbiſh, I ſay remove your, 


Lumbler. 


Juan. Ah! "tis gur Ki ſure enough; I'll ring him ſuck 


a Peal when he's ſober, as it were I pray you now, good 
Maſter Conſtable;- let him nap his Nap. — 8 
borrow Neighbour Nogdleſs's Wheel borrow To- mor- 
row for en, and roul en home as well as I con. 

Conſt. Do ſo, and drive him home in Triumph. Hear 
you me, good Weman ! thy Husbaud is guilty of no 
Crime, but what Juſtice may wink at for our whole 
Country conſiſta of walking Veſſels of October, now to 
accuſe one Vaſſel to another, for no other Reaſon but he- 


in g 


13 
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ing full, wou'd be down- right falſe Heraldry—E am 3 
Magiſtrate, and have ſome Wiſdom. Away, away. 
81 | a baked 


| SCENE, a Cobler's Stall on one Side of the. Stage, and a li- 
15 tle poor Bed on the other. Kit in Bed. 


Where are all my Varlets— here Don Pedro, Don 
Scoundrels, where are you all. III have their Body 
Cloaths ftripp*d off, and turn'd out to Graſs——— Hah! 
what-a-Miſchief—why this is my old Flock Hammock, 
and there my ſpacious Shop of a Yard long, too—and 
there is my Awl—but where is Jon? - mad, as ſure as 
a Gun——Pho, Pox! I'm always undervaluing myſelf; 
this hut one of my old Quandaries they tell me of. 
(whiftles) where a-Vengeance are you all ——no An- 
ſwer—now am I conſumedly puzzled, to know whether 
I dreamt, or whether I am a- ſleep, and dream now, or 
whether it was not really all a Dream from Beginning to 
Ending? Whether I am my Lord, what d'ye call him, 
or Kit the Cobler, ſome Body, or no body | 


- AIR XII. Oldsir Smonthe King, S.. 
| Dame Fortune's @ turbulent Fade, __ 902 


_ © That loves to be ever in Motion; 
Noc ſmooth ag a Lake in a Glade, 
Nov rough as the Waves of the Ocean: 
But tho ſhe's as fickle as Mind. 
And falſe as à true Politician, 
She never can alter my Hind, 1 
Howe er ſhe may change my Condition. 5 * 
For I who was lately arrayed, | 
In a Lord's from à Cobler's' Apparel, 
- - High-rais'd from a ſecond-hand Trade, 
' I hite drunk <vith the Fumes of the Barrel; 
Am reſtor d to my primitive Stall, 
Do my Laſt, io my Aaul, to my End, Sir, 
And now am as happy withal, 
Fer Coblers and Lords are but Men, Sir, \ 1 ; 
A See Pits enn 1-000 Gs þ Diner 


— —ů ub > oi * 
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Us Enter Joan. 


Dreams with a Vengeance. 
Joan. (buſy ſweeping and ſetting the Room to right.) Was 
there ever ſuch a Sort; all the Neighbours cry Shame-on 
en would he were here, I'd rattle him good Lack, 
what a Litter this Shop is in —we have a World of 


to be tapp'd, and the Curate's Shoes to be ſoal'd 
a Rogue, he will never mind his Stitching for all the poor 
Wife can ſay'n or do'n—=——( Joah ſeeing the Cobler, is 
ſunprix d) Oh Lud. Thieves Thieves, Murder Fire. 
Kit. Haud your Noiſe, what is the Woman ſhouting 
for. | N | 3 0 TE 
Joan. (louder) Thieves———Thieves OO 
Kit. (takes up his Slipper, and threatens her.) Devil take 
that ſhrill Pipe of thine—a Note lower, or I'll- 
Joan. What are you? who are you? how came you. 
here ? | FO, 
Kit, (laughs) Ha, ha, ha, merry enough, i' faith ©. 


Joan. Oh Lord ! our Kit! why, I left thee juſt now. 


in the Conſtable's Kitchen; I ſtaid but one Moment at 
Goody Tattle's, to bid her take her Cow our of the Lees, 


and ſee thou haft ſtept home, and got into the Bed be- 


fore me | R Mei 4 
Kit. Let us hear that yn where did'ſt thou leave 
thy Husband, do'ſt thou ſay, good Woman. 


Joan, I tell thee Kit, I left thee drunk ar the Conſta- 
ble's Houſe, and I marl how you got home ſo ſoon. 


(ſhes the Silk Night-Gown) your Husband, I ſuppoſe, 
wears no ſuch ; he's an honeſt Fellow, a' loves a Cup of 
Ale, that's a ſmall Fault. (To Joan) go home, my Ser- 
vants ſhall bring him'hither— © + . . 

Joan. Oh! Gemini! this is not our Kit. —a fine ſil- 


ken Gown. (he handles it, ſbriects and runs off.) Oh the 
| | Enter 


ather! 


nier 


2 Le on * 


Kit. Hold, here comes ſome Body will interpret my | 


Work, and not one Stitch ſer yet Peter Hobſon's Shoe'n 


25 Kit. Haud you —haud ye not ſo faſt Woman, 
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Enter a Countrymay, ſmoaking his Pipe. 


Count, Odſnigs, Kit, give me my Shoe'n, done or un- 
done, I'll ſtay no longer for en; E.— ale and Poliſh 
tricks, will be thy Ruin. (Kit puts bis Handi aſide, and 
lacks feornfully at him.) Come, Neighbour Kit—what the 


ee why does thou frown, and ſtraddle about 


ke/one of your Actors in a * Play! ſpeak Mon, 
give me thy Haund, does thou not know thy old School, 


AIR XIV. Stony-bearted A- 


| You'd better abide at home, I. ſe tell thee to thy Face, 
Then thick Way idly roam, as tho F you had lacked Grace; 
For Kit'n 2urely thou rt mad, 10 module in Mais Af ains; 
An the:s you go an, ſoft Lad, maybap cu may * 2 
1 | wal 10 419. 1; (foes 


| Enter Joan, turning. 


Jean. Ah Gaſſer { Geffev{ was ever poor. Woman fo 
uſed by a Knave, that hadn't a Shen te his Foot, tis 


very well knawn, nor a Rag te his Back, till I took him 


out of Goal, and cloathed him!) 80 
Kit. Look ce Jaan, that I don t uſe any Diſcipline to 


| thee now, if I can gueſs that thy Husband's Temper, 
may be a Proof that I am; not thy Husband—tho! this 


Place ſeems to me to be aCabler's Stall; tis all a baſe 
ignoble Dream——ſo be peaceable, Woman, and preſent- 
Iy too, or elſe I know by ſome infallible Symptoms, that 
J ſhall dream of ſtrapping thee moſt confoundedly. 
Com. This is all Pride and Idleneſs; he would al- 
wy he meddling with your Cudgel-playing, and State 

arters. Naefe ran 5 a 
Joan. To be ſure our Kit-is mad]! (aſde) come Kit, 
I won't be angry, lie do un in Bed, de you fo, and I will 
get a Cardous Foſſet, and thou ſhall ſweat a little. 

Count. Look'ce, my Lord Cobler, I don't come to 
preat with you about your Politicks, or outlandiſh Affair 
my Mind gave me a Twelve-month agon', that at 
| 955 wou 


- 


with Nonſenſe. 
pay Thirreen-pence I oughit you, and take my Sho'en an- 
they be ſoled, and Heel-piec'd-—ſo my Lord, if yon 
pleas'n, AS they 
take ow 'Awl:for-a Minute, you may be an Emperiſh, 


or 4 


down to Mur) Joan, Kt che 
pence, (Countryman laughs) and bring a double Flaggon 
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would be mad, or hang d; donno” dunder my Head 


I am come in an honeſt way, to 


ſay' u, to wax one End of Thread, and 


rd afterwards, and welcome, 


Kit. Hab! Fhirteen· pence does thou rb 


teen pence is, indeed, a conſiderable 3 _ ſerioufly 


now, I don't Rund chat my Lordſhip h Money on 
all——1I fuppoſe, my Ste ward keep — 
where is he? the 6 15 each = 1 T9028 dont 


know what to do-my Mind miſgives me, that I've In- 
venuity enough! to earn a Penn * an honeſt Way, tho 
I fole a Pair of Shoes by Iaſtint od I'll try (ii 
-poor Fellows Thiftecn- 


of Cicely Gundy s Stingo; I'think I Rare; and fach an Ale- 
wife when T was in England.” Fiat 
an. I am glad to find his Mind earns 8 hs 


Buſineſs ene terch his Ale, we muſt not croſs 


An. : | (Axit Joan, 
5 Rn 15 0 0 wy Nr 


7 ben 45 was ae ” Ng 2 
Alli Day in my Stall at el Shoes, >: 
At Night I an 80th my Neighbowe . 
neous; 0 ff a Banger 4; Bag, 3 4 


At N my Lordſhip? s fo ſober, 
1 have not the Prize 15 2 Qrart; 
To o purchaſe a Pot of Offecber, 
1 ˙¹ fande my primitive Art. . 
( hifiles after the Song. 
(After ihe. Song, he leaves his Stall and comes forcuard. 


&it. Honeſt Kit, my Lord Kit, for which of you IL 
ſpeak to, I cannot tell at prefent ; give me then a patient 
Hearing—the Queſtion then between me and myſelt, is, 
whether I'm a GO Lord and 2 waking "To 2 or 
a — 


a ( 
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a dreaming Cobler and a waking Lord ?—Yeſterday ny 
Servants were all Spaniſþ Gentlemen, my Waite was a La- 
dy; my Bed all Silken; my Houſe as big as a Church; 
my Meat fo good I could not tell what it was; and m 
Booze as good as was ever tipp'd: All theſe Things, | 
ſay, did appear to theſe Eyes of mine, (if theſe Eyes of 

mine are mine, and then open to me their natural Lord 
and Maſter) end now, this Morning, my. fine, Lady is 
turn d into a ſcolding Vixen; my great Houle into a 
wretched Hovel, my ſpacious Chamber into a Cobler' 
Stall, and my Silken Bed into muſty Flocks, and filthy 
Woollen in ſhort, all Things appear to be the 
raſcally Appurtenances of Kit the Cobler—I'm horribly 
tranſmogrified from Day to Day: Pho Pox.! it muſt be 
ſo—PFm but a Cobler after all, at leaft I'll fix here; now 
tis better to be ſome Body than no body, however 

Enter Joan, and Couniy man. 
Pan. Ah! Kit'n, Kit n, how do'ſt do; art thou out of 

thy Connundrums yet Mon. (giving him the Flaggon.) 

Kit. Welcome to my Arms once more; (drinks) it 
malces me weep for Joy, to ſee my old F riend and Ac- 
uaintance - what Wonders do'ft thou do ?—---3s Sit 

;barles uſed to ſay ; thou mak eſt Men plot without Brains; 

. fight without Courage, and rebel without Reaſon; to 

thee, my Deareſt, I owe that I was a Saniſb Lord laſt 

Night, and for thee I owe Cicely Gundy the Lord knoys 

what: (drinks) So Neighbour Hobſon here's to you 

Count. See, ſee, Joan, how he pulls- what is all our. 
Kit. Ay, af it were ten Fathom deep come Joan, 

as I was aLord of my own making, I'unlord my ſelf a. 

gain, and acknowledge thee for my lawful Wife.-- - 


AIR XVI. ' What tho" they call me Country La.  . 


Forgive me now for chat it pa, fo 
t Henceforth PII keep within my Laſt, ö - 
And though no Lord be holden faſs © 

In bonowr ſtall to on: 05 
Il give no Cauſe to thee to man, U 
Til te thy Kit, and thou my Joan, | 4 

Nor. hall ave ever lig alone, © - ; 


As our Betjers often b. Ent 


Enter 
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Enter Squire Jolly 5 Servants dreſs'd, as before, like | 
Spaniards. | | 


Diego. I was afraid his old Diſtraction would return. 
Ant. Why, 
ſet himſelf own to work like a poor Cobler |— 
' Lorenzo, My Lady refuſes all Comfort, and * charg'd 


us on pain of Death to bring you back to your Palace 


ain. 

Kit. [riſes up; and flings away bis Wok. ] What 
my old Friend Diego! and there's that Hatchet-fac'd 
Rogue that denied me the uſe of Madam Wife, laſt 
Night, I know you all very well. 
Diego. We have brought your Lamine s Cloaths; 
vill your Lordſhip pleaſe to def 

Kit. Ves, Friend, Meile asel, [puts on his Cloaths] 


hut, harke'e, Varlets! Scoundrels! are you ſure now, po- 


firively ſure, that I am your natural Lord and Maſter? 
(afde.] I'm deviliſhly afraid I am but a Pretender.--- 
Diego. Oh my good Lord [ 


Lorenxo. If your Lordſhip would. confine r to 


the Rules of your Phyſicians 


Diego. Theſe vain Imaginations could not prevail up- 


on you 


Kit. Looke'e, honeſt Diego, I hate - Phyſick, 1 abomi- 


nate Doctors, I would not deny myſclf the Enjoyment 


of roaſt Beef and October to be an Emperor What 
the Pox, will the Fellow choak me! [Servants pulling on 
bis Ruff.) What is this Friend? What is this? 
Liy-nz0, Only your Lordſhip's Ruff 
Kit. Oons you muſt provide me brich a Dog and a 


String too, or J ſhall break my Bones, I can tell you, | 


for | [ cannot ſee one Inch of the Way 

Jen. Oh Lud! Neighbour Hbjou 4 .* What is the 
meaning of all this ? 

Cat. Meaning! Oons, the people are wild, [ think ! 
this is moſt certain ſome o'your Conjuracions, or your 
Wuchcrafts or Ghoſte, as they ſayn 'ficſb, Iſe e en rea- 
dy to _ 

D | Kit. 


this is very Witchcraft ! ſee how he has 
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' Kit. Hark thee, thou Witch of Endor] if ever thou 
layeſt any Claim to my Perſon again L Il have thy 
Wainſcote Hide ſtripp'd over thy Ears, and tann'd t0 
make Soals for Plowmen.------W hat a ftinking Hole i; 
this? „ 
Diego. Will your Lordſhip uſe your Mule, or your 
Chariot, or your Litter? 
Kit. I cou'd walk well enough, Friend Diego, it 1 
cou'd but ſee my Way. 1 1 
Lorenzo. We'll attend your Lordſhip. 
Kit. Good Woman fare-you-well, commend me to 
your Husband, if he wou'd be ſober he is a ſpecial 
Fackman that is certain; I'll be his Cuſtomer, he ſhall 
mend my Shoes. ' * ; 1 
[ EExeumt omnes, but Joan and Countryman. 
Juan. To be ſure, Neighbour Hobſon, the World i; 
turn d topſey turvey ! — one cannot truſt their Eyes ot 
| Ears 1 „ Es 
Count. I think they have conjur'd thee out of thy Hus- 
- band—Odsfiſh follow them, Joan; for be he Lord, or 
Squire, or Emperor, he is thy Husband, Woman, ſtill— 
Joan. Ay, ſo I thought laft Night at the Hall Houſe; 
but they perſuaded me out on'f, and to be plain w'ye, 
Neighbour, to be fure I did ſee our Kit juſt afterwards 
drunk in the Conſtable's Houſe. He is, indeed, as like 
my Husband as th'of he were ſpit out of his Mouth, and 
pet I'm partly perſuaded I may be miſtaken----Prithee, 
| Robin, go with me to the Conſtables; to be ſure Im i 
) 7 EET TT 


AIR EVIL A new Irjb Tune. 


Though Kit'n is clad in Apparel ſo fine, 
+. Attended with Gallants wherever he dine; 
And ibo f he ſbou d leave me, 
Hie cannot deceive me, 
For ftill is be Kit'n, and Kit'n is mine. 


Az true as a Spaniel his Maſter purſues, 
T he' kick'd and belabour'd with many a wth 


Tu 


Tu folloav my Kiten, 
T hough I ſbou'd be ſmitten, 


SCENE the Hall Houſe; diſcover'd a ſpacious Room. 
T he Cobler at a Table, ſtrong Beer upon it, his Servants 
waiting round him, and the Doctor at his Right-hand of- 
fering bim a Viol. | | Rs 


ecial Kit. Look'y, Doctor, make as many damnable ugly 
ſhall Faces as you pleaſe, I'll not taſte a drop of your Lixar. 
N DoF. Lord with the moſt dard ci, ſubmiſſion, 
man. tis impoſſible to recover your Lordſhip without the ad- 
Id is miniſtration of Medicine. „„ = 


Kit. Why then I will remain as I am---What the Pox 


wou'd the Fellow have----hearkee, Diego---tap a freſh - 
Hu- Hogſhead, I command you; ---this damn'd Fellow de- 


4, or nics me uſe of Madam Wife---my roaſt Beef and pre- 
11l- WF tcnds to be my Friend. YE Fs 


ouſe ; Dot. My Lord, tis abſolutely neceſſary your Lord 


w'ye, hip ſhou' d bleec. 
vards Kit. Hah !---bleed 1 


like Doct It will qualify this unnatural heat in your Blood, 


, and and make it circulate more freely: 
thee, Kit. You are a Son of a Whore, [throws a Glaſs of Ale 


fight of you. Tot ae 
De&. It is not you, my good Lord, who uſe me thus, 
but your Diſtemper, which for that reaſon I am reſoly'd 


to conquer; it will be proper, therefore, to ſhave gue 


Head---after which we will make a couple of Hliſtors, 
inciſional in the Nape of your Neck, which will occa- 
on a plentiful Evacuation, and draw down the Humours 


from the Pia Mater of the Brain, which Dreins muſt be 
kept -=_ 5 two ſmall Ventages, that may not impro- 


perly be call'd the back Doors of the Body.— 


8 Kit. Back Doors! thou moſt execrable, ay wr 
iſe pawn of a Glyſter-pipe. Why, Diego! Vicemtio! Lo- 
vl OY What the Plague“ to be done now? what am 1 

: to be butcher'd here? this is a Plot, a villanous Contri- 
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"Till my Hide is ſtamp d over with blacks and with 
blues. [Ex. Joan and Countryman. 


min I bim. ] leave my Preſence, I am not able to bear the 
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vance, I ſee it plain---You are all Rebels, arrant ſche- 
matical Hereticks, and have a mind to deſtroy the 
Church; Oons, what do you mean? 

Dock. My Lord, I ſhall act only according to the Pre- 
ſcription of that moſt learned Doctor in the Faculty, 
Seignior Palambrino lents galfrido Pedro de Mendoſa, who 
was a Galeniſt— | | | 5 

Kit. I did not care if Seignior Do&or--- Mendoſa Pal. 
Frey and you, were hang d in a String Sirrah, I diſmiſ; 


you my Service; I'll have no more to do with you. 


Doct. Ah, my poor Lord !--- how ſorry will he he 
when he comes to his Senſes for thus miſuſing his faith- 


ful Servant come Diego, Lorenzo hold him, this 1s the 
moſt — time, the Moon is in the laſt Quadrant of 
the 9 8 1 


cliptick. _ | | 8 | 
[They hold him, the Doctor draus his Incifion Knife, 
75 - evhile Kit ſtruggles and cries out, © 
Kit. Dogs, Rogues, Villains, low Church Rebels! I! 
have you all hang'd.--- [Exeumt Ones. 


* 


SCENE changes. 
Enter Butler and Joan. 


But. Come, Joan, if you will promiſe to differ from 
your Sex, and be filent and obedient, we will cen try 
and make a Match on t- . | 
Joan. So let our drunken Neighbour Kir lift himſelf 
with Sir Charles, a'n he con. | | 
Butler. Well, let us not cool on it-«-for Delay is a 
dangerous as Conſummation before Marriage. 


ATR XVUI. Duſty Miner. 


Content in edged State, 
A conſtant round of Pleaſure ; 
Welenvy not the Great, 
The Burden of their Treaſure. 
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Nor live as Man and Wife, 
I ho by ſad Miſcarriage; 
Kindle civil Strife, | 
And make a Hell of Marriage. 
[Exit Joan, follow'd by the Butler, dancing te 
the Air. PR 


Enter Kit in a great Fury. 


Kit. A Dog, a Doctor a Devil; pray Heav'n defend 
all honeſt Folk from e'm- he muſt be a Patient, indeed, 
that can bear to have his Pocket pick d, and his Throat 
carbonaded into the Bargain · but Juſtice and the Gods 


A 


Enter a Servant running. 


Serv. Undone ! undone, my Lord! 

Kit. (ſtarts.) What's the Matter, Friend ? * 

Serv. A whole Troop of Drageons have ſurrounded 
the Houſe, they charge you with high Treaſon, and ſay . 
they have a Warrant to hang you upon one of the higheſt 
Elms before your, Palace Gat 7 x 

Kit. High Treafon-- Hah! I was once, it was true, a 
little inclin'd to Rebellion but it was when L was a 
Cobler : Oh Lud! Oh Lud! what will become of me? 
Could you clap me into an empty Hogſhead in the Cel- 
lar, ah, Diego, do, do, for Mercy ſake, (on his 8 
and throw a Penny-Loaf after me, a Cheſhire Cheeſe, an 
a Pitcher of Ale, I'Il retire from this vile World like a 


| Peace-making Minifter — 


Diego. Alas, my Lord, who can keep a Secret when 
a Sword is at his Throat; they will put us all to the 
Torture. 1 | 4 | | * 5 

Kit. Good lack ! good lack! this is worſe again than 
the Doctor's Receipt; pray Friend, what is your King's 
Names. Yau | 5 

Lorenzo. Alpboſo. | . 

Kit, Oh Alphonzo | why if you go to that, Squire Ad- 
dle-pate, and I took the Ooaths to his Majeſty at the 
Quarter Seſſions. 1 


0 Lorenzo. 


Jo The Coprtk of PRESTO N' Optra. 
Lorenzo. So, ſo, you think taking the Oaths abſolyes 

you from every thing for the future— . a 
Kit. Ay, for if a Man ſwears he won't be a Rebel, — 

what ſignifies what he does after, you know ? | 

| Lorenzo, I fear, my Lord, your Servants have capitu- 

lated, for the Captain is coming in; but I know he will ſid 

take your Confeſſion to be true. 5 ö 


4 


Enter Squire Jolly, as Captain of Dragoons, and Servants as 
| Dragoons with him, 


Capt. My Lord, I'm yours--T've a ſinall Affair to dil 
patch here, read this, my Lord, read this---- | 

Kit. (crying) Lord Friend, I canno' read---- 

Capt. Read it to him Slaves. (Diego reads.) 

Captain, 


— 


IXTAHEN Pedro Lorenzo, Conde of Arragon, ſees this 


you are to execute this forthwith, except he give you 


good Reaſons to the contrary, 6h _ ALPHONSO. le 
Kit. An arrogant Conde. (aſide) What's that? * 
' Capt. Come, come, Friend, if you have a ſhort Prayer, In 


huddle it over, for I'm in haſte. Cote 
Kit. Ah pray you, Mr. Captain, don't be in haſte; 
give me leave to tell you, I am not the Perſon. you take 

me for; I'm but a poor Cobler, Zir- 
Capi. Very well, my Lord, you expect to die like a W, 
Man of Honour Slaves, do your Office-— _ f 
[They put the Halter about his Neck. ; 
| 


Kit. Ah! Miſter, dear Sir, ſpare me but one Word, 
recommend me to my Wife Foan, and tell his Majeſty I 
can--not help {cries) taking it ver----ry ill at his Hands: 
Ah! bur ſpare my Life, and I'll impeach and unrip the 
whole Plot. (FCN nh Ges Le 4 | 

Ca. You look ſo penitentially, I'll try you, if what 
you have to ſay deſerves a Reprieve, you ſhall have it; 
come, begin, but be very clear. 5 ES 
Kit. Ah Lud! ay, dir 2 5 1 


Capt. 
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Capt. And full in your Diſcovery, without any Pre va- 
rication, or mental Reſervation . wharſoever ; were you 
not among the Traytors, Villain? | 

Kn. I forget to remember, indeed, Sir. 

Capt. Sir] you rather remember to forget. WE 
Kit. I can't tell, Zir, my Memory quite fails me; be- 
fide I won't tell a Lye for any Man in Preſton--ſo Iwon' t- 
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AIR XIX. Lien, Kc. 


I never from the ſtricteſt Tie 

Of *onour once diſſented ; | 
Zee an ye make me vorge a Lie; l 
Zo %orely youll repent it. 9 
Ch'am not concerned in any Strife, | 


Or in rebellious Pother; 
Haud Captain, an you tate my Life, 
Con you give me another — 


1 
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Capt. Ha, ha, ha, the Rogue prevaricates; you have 
learn't this of your Betters, Sirrah : Come, come, off 
with his Head, he can have no farther Uſe for it. | 

Kit. *Haud, *haud you Maun, I do remember; firſt, 
then, I was drawn away, as Volk zayn, to drink your 
Jacobitiſn Papiſh Healths, which I did for the Love of 
the Booze only, as I am a Cobler.--- 

Capt. Well, Sir, go on. 8 

Kit. Why then, Zir, when I was muggy, I us'n to 
leave my Stall, as the Zay 'n is, and did unmercitully, and 
contrary to his Majeſty's Crown and Peace, beat, bruiſe, 
batter, and knock down all ſober and well-diſpos'd Peo- 
ple, and likewiſe did abominably ſperſe both King 


on ——— - _— 


and Parliament. | | 
Capt. Who encourag'd you to do all this? 55 
Kit. The Right Worſhiptul Sir Andrew Squib, Eſq; 
and the Reverend Peter Puxxlepate. 
Capt. What Reaſons did they give you? _ 
Kit. Money and ſtrong Beer; why what cou'd a poor 
weak Sinner do; the Parſon frighted me with "—_ and 
. A rim- 


- 
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Brimftone, and the Squire tempted me with Beef and 
October. 

Capt. O' my Conſcience Friend, I believe thy Conſeſ- 
' fion 1s pretty honeſt---do you promiſe to mend your Life 
for the future. 

Kit. Moſt ſincerely. 

Capt. Ger thee home, Kit, wy mend thy Shoes, and 
let the Common-wealth alone Look upon thoſe Spa- 
niardi, now their Whiskers are off, d'ye know them. 

(Servants 175 off their W bikers, 

Kit. (kiſſes them) My old Friend Peter Scape grace 
and Fack Leather - coat, Poſtillion of Briton- ball. 

Capt Ay, and there's your good Maſter Sir Charles, 
whoſe Advice if you had taken, you would never haye 
fallen into theſe 80 crapes, Chriſtopher. = 

Kit Ah! good your Worbis Honour, 1 beg Your 
Pardon for being ſo free in your Houſe, as the Zay'n is; 
in Troth, I am heartily glad this Matter is ſettled, for | i 
is a terrible Thing not to know who one zelf is. 

Sir Cha. Yes, aud I will transform you again, if you 
don't promiſe to mend your Manners for the Future, — 

Kit. Well, ſince Joan has ſeized on the Butler, c'cn 
let her make good her Title . IL ſerve Sir Charles in 
his Stead, an' his worſhipfal bogey pleaſes—a Butler 
is aſnug Thing, as one may Za | (oaſide. 
Fir Cha. Upon the above Obli gation my Cellar Doors 
ſhall be open to you. 

Kit. (bews) Thank your Honour, to be zure I ſhall 
never forget your Worſhip's Kindneſs Il from 

this Hour leave Sir What- ye: call em '; Cellar, be faith- 
- ful to your's, and for the future mix e with my 
2 87 5 | 


AIR XX. New- Mather Se. 


Kir i fg ings. Since all things bee a ba Event, 
Let nothing our mutual Pleaſures oracle : 
Here Joy ſhall take Place, 


All Sameer ſpall ceaſe. 
Choru! 
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Chorus, ue Il quaff Bumbers down 


Aud pray for the Crown. ya. Fd | 


2. mad Politicians let all bid Farewell, ww 
Nov ever — give Cauſe to rebel. © 


Mie the SONG, the DAN CE is 
PpPeexformed. 
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Spoken by 
| Miſs WorrinGron: 


A S graceful Thieves #nwilling to "depart, 
Harangue the liſ ning Rabble from the Cart; 
Partly io move their tender kind C ompaſſion, | 
Partly _ It is vhe Fane nes Fall bag I 
While Ketch, regardleſs of their Speech and B eauty, 
ITmpatient waits to execute his Duty. 
So Modern Poets in Heroick Ditty, 
Prolegue their Motly Audience into Pity, 
M bile unrelenting Criticks ftand prepard © 
To damn the Poets E'er the Plays are beard. 
Our youthful Author fearful of his Fate, 
Auſt write a Prologue——=which I muſt repeat. = 
\ T beg'd that he mi might Read it tome firft— 
Hie did—andfaith I thought that I ſbould Burſt. 
Criticks I would allow-he might Expoſe,  . - 
But then be was ſo ſmart upon the Beaus 
. Why againſt ſuch ſhould Poets draw their Ts, 
] ho never drew their Weapons upon-=Men ? 


He rail'd at Engliſh Lace, and Spaniſh Snuff, No, | 


In ſbort I never read ſuch wretched Stuff, 
He prais d the Ladies that was cell enough. 
For running down the Faſhion, I abbor him, 
But after all I bave ſome Pity for bim; 
The Fair be hopes will ſoften his Arraigument, 
-T he Songs were curitten for their Entertainment. 
Aud yet be dreads in ſo polite an Age, 
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| Jo try the doubtful Fortune of the Stage; 
Although methinks it: Fer Nice, 
ö Zo'n Coffey Far 8 ave Wen acted twice. 
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PROLOGUE 


Faften'd lite Knights in Pillory by the Ears. 
But if the Author be condemn'd at leaſt, 
Pity the Wiſbes of a Virgin Breaſt ; 

Let me your kind conſenting Smiles beſpea 
And [pare the Post for the Aﬀtreſs ſake + 


Hiſ not; alas ] One Hiſs would cauſe our Death, 5 


As Baſelisks can Murder ævith their Breath. 

Thus painted Bubbles gaily ting d appear, 
Wafted by gentle Breathings thraugh the Air; 
But if rude — afſail them, as they TY, 
Their lovely Colours fade, they Burſt and Dre. 


16 the pleas'd Audience zune ful Nonſenſe hears, * 
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Age 10. as I came by, read, I juſt came by. Page 
13. for Ale, read, Awl. Page 18, for Content a 
true Friend's Coverſation, read Content with a Friend's 


Converſation, Page 19 (throws ſome of it in the Fire) 
read throw ſome of it in the Fire, as connected do what 


went before, for Lumbler, read Lumber, 


Miſs VIOTAN TEU 
Alles this Night your Preſence bas 1 

1. Recruited all our Liilliputtan Men; n, £1 

0 merit your A ſpplanſe, <ve ſpare no Ceſt, 
= is our Care "8 our 9 ou bs... | 

oe more ſhall Play-Houſe Brobdingnags c 1 
To burn our Booth with their Bombaſtict Fi ein * 
 Theard a Squeamifh Prude ſay i other Night. 
(But Wives are not to blame, when Husbands Mrs.) 
Lord, what's this World! 10 what a Pitch of * 
When we muſt have a Child to At a Polly 


Fungb, who can bear a Lilliputian Play,” 
But wecan Act our Parts as cell as theys 


Then ſhould an Audience partially be Mild, 
And Pardon little Oe s in a Child; | 
5 in Size, 
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